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Cheryl  Sersano 
FREEDOM  OF  TORSE  . 


Those  words  can  crash 9 

thundering  pounding  hooves  of  stallions- 

the  fate  has  been  left  open. 

Or  the  -words  can  he  fluid,  and  gentle, 
lime  jello  just-set  in  a  bowl- 
and  the  movements  of  pair  skaters  on 
satin  ice. 

The  words  can  also  be  structured, 
tailored,  a  perfect  Uo  in  European  Cut, 
tiny  mosaic  pieces  in  church  glass. 


Franc inc  Tolf 

iniFULFILLED  DREAT'S 

T.1hat  happens,  say.  to  all  the  cherished  dreams 
of  men  who  live  and  die  and  are  forgotten, 

.And  never  lived  to  see  their  hopes  fulfilled — 
Rave  they  died  too?  Are  they  decayed  and  rotten 

and  food. for  worms?  Or  do  they  haunt  the  earth 
like  homeless  children  wandering  a  lonely  street, 

"  Until  an  artist  blends  then  into  scng— 

Is  that  what  makes  his  melodies  so  sweet9 

What  happens?  Are  these  castles  in  the  air 

that  creatures  ride  on  when  they  skim  the  wind? 
Is  there  a  soul  encompassing  our  world 

they  fly  to  when  from  mortal  flesh  unpinned? 
I  can  but  guess ;  and  yet  I  know  that  dreams 

are  fragile  prey  to  human  doubts  and  fears 
And  I  have  seen  the  fragments  of  what  might  have  been 

Glaze  eyes  of  aging  men  and  fall  in  tears. 


LOST  EDUCATIOII 

Settling  myself  at  the  foot  of  a  maple  tree, 

Heavy  with  knorrledge  unlearned 
I  had  every  intention  of  raying  attention 

to  the  "book  I  had  brought  and  remain  unconcerned 

Uith  the  place  where  I  sat  tzhile  I  poured  over  Plato, 
And  I  tried,  oh  I  tried,  but  a  snatch  of  a  breeze 
Kept  on  turning  the  pages  before  I  had  properly 
Studied  the  words  of  the  ponderous  leaves. 

And  an  insolent  ladybug  fell  from  the  bark 
and  decided  to  sojourn  the  noble  man's  work", 

Surely  chattering  birds  and  such  indolent  sunshine 
and  tickling  grass  are  sufficient  to  irk 

Any  diligent  student  to  great  irritation j 

So  I  lazed  in  the  sun  and  I  wept  and  I  mourned 

For  my  lost  education  whi^e  I  thought  with  a  sigh 
That  nature  was  not  in  a  mood  to  be  scorned. 

A  WBJTER  AFTERNOON 

Dis-daining  trivialities 
Profound  professors  postulate- 
Endeavoring  for  truth  they  hold 
A  metaphysical  debate 

Digressing  from  Ontology 
to  mystic  metaphors  of  Plotinus, 
Till  earnestly  they  probe  into 
Aesthetic  theories  of  Aquinus. 


And  the  snow  falls  so  quietly. 
A  thousand  snow  flakes  kiss  then  melt 
upon  the  glass  outside  the  room, 
And  evergreens  and  branches  felt 
Cool  dust  of  yet  a  thousand  more; 
Each  snowflake  perfect  and  unique 
Gently  heaps  at  windowsill  and  door. 

That  afternoon  they  shuffled  in 

Disinterestedly  to  pass 

An  hour's  worth  of  lecturing 

and  talcing  notes — A  history  class. 

And  of  a  certain  war  they  learn 
the  famous  battles  dates  and  cause; 
of  heroes  now  encased  in  bronze; 
The  sordid  tale  of  timeless  laws. 

And  the  snow  falls  so  tenderly. 
Collects  and  gathers  soft  and  light 
On  crust  of  thick  unyielding  earth 
And  sooths  her  xjith  forgiving  whiter 
A  blanket  of  forgiveness,  blotting 
that  both  plowed  and  shoveled,  where 
So  much,  too  much  is  dead  and  rotting. 

TO  A  RESIDENT  IN  SOUTHERN  CALIFORTIIA 

In  the  white  hours  of  waking..*  v 

a  langorous,  half  conscious  state 

both  misty  and  malingering 
I  think  of  you 
or  what  you  represent. 
And  when  whiteness  m^lts  to  sheets  and  I"m 

still  fingering 
the  images— they  are  not  mine 
but  merely  pent 

Repressions  when  the  lady  plays  a  harlot  or  a  saint; 
Luxuriant  reflections  in  a  dreamy  bliss 
That  light  and  logic  soon  make  faint — 
They  are  disowned. 

For  no  sentimental  song  of  love  is  this; 
the  processed,  thin,  diluted  love 
that's  peddled  in  cheap  packages 
and  sold  to  buyers  en  the  street, 
preferring  such  insipid  drivel 
to  none  at  all. 

Wo  sentimental  song  of  love  is  this; 

the  stormy  night,  the  tender  kiss 

that  ends  in  stars . . 
There  were  no  stars. 
Just  a  i;ell  enacted  ritual  I  come  to  dread; 
A  sacrificial  pantoaime, 
Complete  with  borrorred  script  that  led 
To  things  I  had  not  knerm 
And  do  not  miss. 
Ho  sentimental  song  of  love  is  this. 

That  lovely,  manufactured  myth 
in  several  weeks 
had  tarnished  and  corroded; 
I  didn't  know  how  strongly  I 

relied  until 
the  charming  lie  exploded 

in  my  face. 


And  I  wanted  so  naively  to  Relieve! 

To  see  you  as  my  shining  knight 

who'd  carry  off  his  lady  to 
A  castle  once  upon  a  starry  night. 
(  I  hadn't  known  that  chivalry's 

an  ancient  euphemism 
for  machismo  in  the  tales  of  yesterday.) 
For  you  carried  me  away. . . 
to  places  I  had  never  been 
and  do  not  miss. 
And  no  sentimental  song  of  love  is  this. 

I  cannot  deny  I  saw  through  your  disguise 
through  the  sensual  attraction  and  the  lies 
through  a  romance  "based  on  hooks 
that  I — with  no  regrets — had  ended 

And  I  will  never  understand  why  I  pretended .  . 

IMAGINARY  SEASCAPE 

Brown  sands  that  she  in  secret  treads 
Arc  bathed  in  an  unearthly  glow 
And  banked  upon  his  golden  throne, 
the  sun,  in  pagan  splendour,  spreads 
His  image  on  a  sea  below. 
She  wanders  caverns  known  to  her  alone. 

Eternal  waters  shimmer  gold 
And,  rolling,  wash  a  burnished  shore; 
A  sunset  breaks  on  jagged  rocks 
And  crests  of  winking  waves  unfold 
in  spangles  to  fall  back  once  more. 
She  braids  pink  shells  and  stars  through  tangled  locks, 

A  rosy  crescent  sinking  fast, 
the  sun  is  swallowed  by  the  sea 
And  starling  clouds  engulf  her  mind. 
Fer  seascape  fades  to  future  past, 
And  present  forces  her  to  see 
the  barren  waste  she  hoped  to  leave  behind. 

ABSURDITIES 

My  friend,  when  you  are  in  the  sky 

I  can't  deny 
Your  lazy  grace:,  tiro  arcs  that  drink 

the  wind  to  sink 
And  dip,  or  soar  to  dizzy  height. 

When  you  alight 
To  naked  branch,  all  twittering 

or  littering 
The  snow  with  crumbs  I've  gladly  granted 

I  watch  enchanted. 
But  -when  you  strut  £.bout  on  frozen  lawn 

your  grace  is  gone. 
However  can  such  tiny  sticks  support 

the  funny  sort 
Of  way  you  walk?  each  step  you  lean, 

tip  back  to  preen, 
Then  tilt  again  that  body  fat  and  round 

above  the  ground. 
Yet  when  it  comes  to  walking  in  the  snow 

it  seems  I  know 
A  host  of  creatures  more  absurd 

than  any  bird; 
On  heels  at  least  four  inches  high 

One  just  minced  by. 


THE  LADY  ACROSS  THE  STREET 

Her  Hoi:/"  Bible  rests  on  a  starched 

Lace  doily  next  to  the  clock 

By  the  "bed* 

She  listens  to  the  radio  each  night 

Before  she  falls  asleep. 

There's  no  one  to  talk  to 

Since  the  cat  died. 

In  the  morning  she  feeds  the  birds, 

And  then  has  breakfast  alone 

3y  the  kitchen  phone  which 

Seldon  rings . 

She  dusts  her  undusty  things : 

The  piano  like  a  coffin  with  lid  down 

(Always  now)  Yet  her  heart  hears  the  music 

Of  those  good  old  tunes  her  fingers 

Once  could  play, 

Charley's  picture  in  it's  gilded  frame 

Often  brings  tears  to  her  eyes. 

Soap  operas  on  afternoon  t.v.  ... 
How  important  they've  come  to  be 

A  cup  of  tea  after  supper 
To  wash  down  blue  blood  pressure  pills 
and  a  red  one  to  help  her  sleep 
another  night  to  another  sun. 

Time  flies 

when  it's  almost  done. 

ZOO  PEOPLE  IN  AUGUST /POLAR  BEAR 

Like  a  woman  too  long  in  labor 
zoo  air  in  August 
is  pregnant  with  overripe  odors. 
Fusty  smells  of  peanut  shells  and  lions 
sit  heavy  on  shimmering  heat  waves  unbudging, 
and  white  sunlight  bounces  hard  off  asphalt. 
VJending  slowly  past  monkeys  and  souvenir  stands 
in  a  kiddy  train  :rith  loudspeakers 
zoo  people  in  August 
are  a  sweaty  menagerie  of  overweight  mothers 
with  fleshy  arms  and  p-lgtailed  children  with  skinny  legs 
squabbling  orsr  pink  spun  clouds  of  cotton  candy 
and  melting  snowcones  while  orange  crush 
dribbles  over  sticky  T  shirts. 
Zco  people  in  August 
travel  in  hot  cars  on  superhighways  to  see 
trained  porpoises  jump  through  hoops 

and  polar  bears  sleeping  in  tlic  sun... 

In  a  cement  scooped-cut  basin  painted 

bright  turquoise 

the  polar  bear  rolls  on  his  back 
with  all  iour  padded  paws  dangling  above  his  belly 
and  sloshes  heavily  in  lukewarm  water. 

August  heat  and  flies. 

Slow  slow  moving  bear 
with  dingy  gray  fur  hanging  in  loose  folds 
looking  wise  and  looking  puzzled 
blinking  like  an  owl  at  flashcubes, 

uncomprehending . 


Franc ine  Tolf 

Slow  slow  dancing  "bear., 
They  took  you.  from  your  "blue  glaciers 
where  I've  seen  you  balance  delicately 

on  a  cake  of  ice  in  arctic  waters , 
all  white  magnificence,  with  the  tip  of  your  nose 

pointing  toward  an  icy  "blue  fathomless  blue  sky, 
They  took  your  splendour  and  strength  and  animal  dignity 

and  have  made  you  into 
a  dancing  bear 

a  roly  poly  prancing  bear 

turning  tricks  for  peanut  pelting  crowdo* 


Hancy  Lockhart 

OLD  FO?*AE  RECIPE  FOR  EISHOF'S  BREAD 

Carefully  blanchette  7  celibate  nuts  i 
Manipulate  and  mortify  over  fire  and  brinstone. 
Cover  with  sack  cloth  and  ashes. 
(Remove  those  with  any  signs  of  growth) 
Yield:  1  crock 


CIVER :   ZERO 

Harold  Caldwell  wore  Vitalis 
"tJhen  we  were  in  fifth  grade. 
I  loved  how  he  swelled  and 
I  loved  Harold ..  too  , 
So  much  that  I  bought  him 
A  twenty-cent  gift 
Khich  he  threw  out  ■ 
The  school  bus  windotr 
Laughing  with  sore  other  boys. 

That  was  the  day  I  learned 
From  Harold  J.  Caldwell: 
'Tis  HOT  better  to  give 
Then  to  receive  I 


SIXTY-IJIHE  A  PIECE 

Still  in  ray  nightgown... 

nearly  time  for  lunch... 

This  place  is  upside-down  but 

I  wrote  a  poem  this  morning. 

I  put  doT.rn  a  piece  of  me  in  a  book 

Which  I  keep  in  my  drawer. 

If  I'm  ever  asked  what  I'm  like 

Deep  inside  (1   haven't  been  to  date) 

I'll  share  the  poem  that  I  wrote 

This  morning 

Plus  another  sixty-eight . 


THE  GYNECOLOGIST 

I  try  to  relax  and  breathe  deeply- 

Hardly  able  to  find  comfort  on  the  paper  covered  table 

Half -dressed ,  myself,  in  a  paper  gown  that 

Barely  comes  tc  my  thighs - 

WfrXie   underneath 

I'm  not  wear in'  nothin' 


Nancy  Lockhart 

In   comes  the  spectacled  man  vith  a  smile  that 

For  all  is  the  same. 

Ho  looks  at  the  chart  to  remember  my  name. 

IText  on  the  agenda: 

X  lie  hack,  feet  up,  and  move  my  pudenda 

To  where  he  sits  waiting  with  plastic  gloves 

find  the  cold  speculum  that  silently  says  . 

Open  wide! 

Cou,  I  wish  there  were  some  place  to  hide. 

He  refers  to  me  as  one  of  the  girls 

(I'm  a  woman.  Can't  he  tell?) 

As  he  talks  of  the  weather 

Into  tangled  curls. 

Ifow  sit  up  and  raise  your  arms  over  your  head 

Gloves  off  now  cold  fingers  instead 

As  if  testing  melons  to  see  if  they're  ripe- 

I  never  gripe -only  blush-and  act  like 

I  don't  really  care  about  his  stare  as  he  checks 

Vc   for  symetry.. 

He's  a  doctor;  not  like 

Regular  guys, 

Yet  I  despise  that  he  checks  out  my  size. 

There's  no  dignity 

Left  for  me  to  muster. 

?1y   instinct  is  to  scream: 

Get  your  hands  off  me,  buster! 

My  intellect  says  sexuality  doesn't  exist 

For  us  in  this  time  and  place 

We  are  neuter. 

Then  why  do  I  wonder  if  he 

Thinks  mine  are  cuter  than  others 

He's  inspected  before V 

X   stare  at  the  floor  till 

Finally  he  goes  out  of  the  door 

Forgetting  my  name. 

At  five  o'clock  he  washes  his  hands 

Of  us  all  and  goes  home 

Tc  his  wife  after  a  hard  day 

At  the  orifice. 

The  Love  Goddess 


Molly  B. 
I  DREAMED  A  THOUSAND  HORSES 


I  dreamed  a  thousand  horses 
came  and  carried  me  away. 
And  within  them 
The  many  tales 

Of  K^rnia  and  Mother  Goose. 
Hooves  of  brazed  silver 
like  a  knight  clothed  in  armor. 
Their  heads  a  beastly  white 
Ocean  foam  or  rabid  dog. 


TOKCOPAY,  NEVADA 

I  took  care  of  you  through  Oregon 
Held  your  "bottles 
And  your  brain 

Three  days  of  delirium  tremors 
You'll  be  back 
That  way  again 

The  stagger  in  your  walk 

Your  head  on  my  shoulder 
Your  hand  in  mine. 

And  I  wonder- 
Was  it  a  way  of  knowing 
Or' Just  a  waste  of  time? 


Iblly  B. 
EIGHT  LIFE 


ALL  THE  CHARACTERS  III  THEIP  PLACE 
THE  SOLO'S  ON  THE  STAGE 

BACK-UP  PLAYERS  BEHIND  THE  LIGHTS 
THEIR  SONGS  SET  TO  ENGAGE 

MY  EYES  ARE  01!  ANOTHER  NOW 
THOUGH  m   MIND  IS  BACK  WITH  YOU 

THE  STROBE  IS  ONE  WITH  ME 
VIBRATIONS  FLOWING  THROUGH 

AMID  THE  SCREAMS  AND  LAUGHTER 
MY  EYES  BEGIN  TO  TEAR 

KNOWING  WHERE  I'D  RATHER  BE 
WONDERING  WHY  I'M  HERE. 


I  SEE  YOU  NOW 

I  see  you  now. 

Through  the  meetings  at  bus  depots, 
I'y  overnite  or  weekly  lovers. 

The  ferry  sails  past  mountains 
And  I  see  you. 

Your  eyes  are  a  fierce  "blue- 
As  I  once  imagined  these  waters  to  be. 

But  they  are  not. 
Are  your  eyes  what  they  seem/ 

Have  they  grown  tired  and  gray 
Such  as  this  ocean  has  done? 

I'm  growing  tired  of  the  waves- 
I  would  like  to  skip  them  all. 

They  are  delicate  you  know- 
These  moments  when  I  say  goodbye. 

These  times  when  I  miss  you  most. 


Mike  Vollmer 
A  SONNET  FOR  YOU 
Wasting  time  in  a  room  of  fools 
They  have  nothing  outside  the  rules 
Petting  each  other,  smiling  their  smiles 
Tic  Toe  Time  walks  down  the  aisles. 
Wheels  of  heaven,  pass  through  the  door 
Someday  they'll  know  Just  how  much  more 
Diversity  can  stimulate 
Lost  ideas  they  can't  relate. 
Go  home  and  watch  your  TV  fluff 
Three  in  a  closet,  Eight's  not  enough. 
Blacks,  whites,  and  yellows  all  in  a  row 
Subconscious  maneuvers,  there  you  go. 
A  righteous  poet  knows  his  name 
Money' d  po*»ts  know  no  shame. 
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Mike  Vollaier 

FOR  EVERY  FREHCFWOMAH  IK  THE  WORLD 

Call  me  lover 

a  moment's  pleasure 

sing  and  dance 

don't  try  to  measure 

your  careless  words 

against  your  treasure. 

I  can  fill  your  dreams 

in  just  one  wet  moment  forever. 

Have  your  way,  always  yours. 

I'll  have  mine  but  still  it's  yours. 

Turn  your  back  and  shut  your  eyes 

what  you  do  is  fine 

for  a  sweet-talking  pleasure  seeker 

a  cool  prentender,  man—he's  sleeker 

than  I  could  be  this  week  cr 

next. 
Oh,  to  be  such  a  wise  fool 
loving  life  and 
every  woman  a  chance 
to  escape  for  now.     •' 
But  she's  just  a  lance 

to  open  your  brow  and  can't  help  but  allow 
your  brain  to  melt 
and  drip  into  your  eyes  and  ears 
to  mix  t/ith  the  sounds  of  tears 
nurtured  by  the  years 
of  uiirequited  love. 
So  don't  ask  me  to  shove 
these  feelings  to  the  side 
to  let  then  fester  while  they  hide* 
beside  the  joy  a  women  brings 
while  she  strums  unon  my  strings!. 


Erik  Alander 

THE  riOtMTABI  MAH 
(A  ballad  retelling  the  story  of  Jeremiah  and  Robert  Re&ford) 

The  grim  and  silent  mountain  man? 
Emerged  out  from  the  wood. 
To  gaze  upon  the  valley  floor, 
And  where  his  quarry  stood. 

He  had  tracked  them  for  many  miles, 
To  finally  sight  his  prey. 
He  took  a  rest  and  waited  for 
The  closing  of  the  day. 

The  memories  came  drifting  in, 
Like  shadows  of  the  night, 
Of  times  that  were  much  happier, 
When  everything  seemed  righ* 

He'd  had  a  .lovely  Indian  wife, 
A  son  just  one  year  old. 
They'd  died  the  preceding  winter, 
And  twas  not  from  the  cold. 

The  harshness  of  the  mem'ries  end, 
Caused  the  dreams  dissolve. 
But  placed  in  this  old  mountain  man, 
Determination  and  resolve. 


> 


Erik  Alahder 


Evasive  as  a  shadow  moves, 
The  trapper  stalked  downhill. 
An  evil  apparition  for, 
The  men  he  "boded  ill. 

The  dancing  firelight  played  games, 
Upon  the  sleeping  forms. 
Unknowing  of  the  deadly  man, 
Their  death  that  he  had  sx/orn. 

They  were  Black foot  warriors, 

Who'd  never  felt  the  knife, 

That  slit  the  throats  of  those  who  killed, 

His  Lovely  Indian  Wife. 


John  Udell  and  Renee  Rovenhagen 

(This  is  an  example  of  a  type  of  poetic 
collaboration.  John  xnrote  one  line, 
Renee  the  next.) 

SHOW  BLIED 

If  the  snow  would  only  keep  falling,  then  maybe  I  could  hope 
for  my  love  to  come  tomorrow  instead  of  dangling  on  a  rope 
the  whiteness  of  the  air  blinds  my  eyes  just  as  your  words  do. 
And  the  difference  every  flake  makes  me  wish  we  were  through. 

So  softly  the  snow  falls  and  it  buries  all  the  pain 

until  the  midnight  wind  blows  when  I  feel  it  all  again 
and  Just  when  I  think  it's  stopped  it  starts  up  once  more 
when  wi 11  I  finally  learn-I  only  have  to  shut  the  door. 

Snow,  keep  your  flakes  drifting  all  around  ne 

someday  soon  you'll  reach  out  and  attempt  to  surround  me 
surround  me  and  drown  me  from  everything  I  feel 
perhaps  I'm  just  snox/blind  and  it  isn't  all  that  real. 


George  c  .  Sinai strala 
I  SAT  ALL  TOO  CLOSE  TO  YOU  TODAY 

I  sat  all  too  close  to  you  today. . . 

noticing  our  somewhat  mutual  discomfort 

wondering  what  you  were  thinking 
wishing  we  could  talk 

wanting  to  explore  the  many  facets  of  you 

drifting  away  to  an  open  field  with  you 

basking  in  our  silence 

glowing  when  we  smiled  at  a  child's  prank 
chancing  that  your  eyes  might  meet  mine 
kissing  the  softness  of  ;,our  lips 

knoxdng  instantly  we  could  be  friends  forever 

...but  I  sat  and  said  not  a  word. 

somehow,  I  hoped  you  would  extend  yourself  to  me, 

You  didn't... 
nor  I . . . 

po  I  melted  into  the  surroundings, 
becoming  Just  another  person. 
And  you  walked  away. 


John  Filllpltch 

DECE?©ERTS  ARMY 

Barren  branches  reach  out  in  the  night. 
A  gust  of  wind  chills  the  air, 
Warning  the  trees . . . 
"Beware,  the  snow  is  coming/' 

Large  burly  clouds,  battleships, 

Invisible  in  the  night, 

Mount  with  anger. 

A  small  tree,  childlike, 

Sits  quietly  under  the  moving  skys 

Protected  by  ignorance, 

Hot  yet  knowing  that  the  wind, 

The  rage,  the  snow,  is  coming. 

A  harmless  snowflake  falls  from  the  sky; 

still  beautiful,  it  is  grace,  poetry 

And  the  first  wicked  missle  .r. 

To  reach  the  groung. 

A  wave  of  show  follows 

As  the  wind  beats  rrithout  mercy 

The  unprotected  trees. 

A  black  and  white  kaleidoscope 

Whistles  and  howls, 

Unloading  its  payload, 

Burying  the  land. 

Without  hesitation 

The  massacre  multiplies  in  intensity, 

Growing  in  darkness, 

Constantly  blowing  the  white  confusion 

Around,  around,  around. 

Every  target  hit, 

Every  image  white, 

Cold,  defeated 

Without  even  a  fight 

.Against  an  invincible  army. 

The  attack  is  complete. 

The  silent  chaos  that  whirled  in  the  night, 

Burying  the  land  in  a  blanket  of  winter, 

Has  ceased. 

A  streak  of  sunlight  pauses  between  two  .generals 

To  apologize  for  the  madness  below. 

In  the  midst  of  this  ruin 

A  young  tree  sags  under  the  veight  of  it's  new  coat* 

The  Army  of  Decenber  is  gone. 

The  war  has  Juct  hegun. 


rJancy  Aydlett 

SIMPLICITY   . 

Twenty  some  odd  years  ago, 
the  first  light  of  first  days 
pried  their  fingers  beneath  her  lids 
and  tcre  her  peace  away. 

From  that  moment  through  her  life 
that  light  pierced  everything, 
peeled  the  softened  layers  back 
and  didn't  spare  a  thing. 

Starting  with  simple  childish  lies 
with  skinned  and  bleedinc  knees , 
to  winning  a  little  sympathy 
her  unconscious  need  to  please. 
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Nancy  Aydlett 


Scabby  knees  soon  healed  themselves 
into  memories  of  the  past 
and  like  the  people  close  to  her 
her  time  was  gone  too  fast. 

Tears  and  hurts  of  growing  up 
were  endless  hours  of  pain; 
her  innocence  now  lies  in  shreds 
deeply,  darkly  stained. 

Her  eyes  are  halfway  closing  now 
mind  slips  to  parts  unknown, 
retreating  back  to  child-like  thoughts 
uncluttered  worlds  of  her  own. 

Drinking  deeply  of  this  thing, 

ignoring  reality 

refreshing,  revitalizing  this  exhausted  soul — 

simple  simplicity. 

The  following  is  an  excerpt  from  a  book  length  fabulation 
by  Nancy  Aydlette  that  may  in  someway  demonstrate  her  meaning  of 
"simple  simplicity"  in  the  poem  above. 

ECLIPSE  SLORIN 


For  fifty  thousand  years  did  the 
Kingdom  of  Anhaani  flourish  and  grow. 
Centuries  before  history  was  record- 
ed, the  sorceror-rulers  of  Kurlock 
owned  the  Earth  and  lands  of  Anhaani. 
And  then,  shaken  by  the  casting  of 
horrible  spells,  attacked  by  powers 
greater  than  her  lords,  even  she 
tottered  and  fell— the  resounding 
crash  was  to  echo  throughout  the 
halls  of  Kurlockean  history  forever. 

When  such  a  time  arrived,  a 
movement  passed  through  the  kingdoms 
of  Anhaani  wd   above  it,  the  Forces 
of  Light  and  Evil  prepared  to  meet 
in  a  mighty  clash  of  power.  And 
in  this  time,  rose  the  hero,  Eclipse 
Slorin,  half-mortal  and  half-lordly, 
last  in  line  of  Kurlockean  rulers, 
who  bore  upon  his  arms  the  mark  of 
the  Wh.ite  Lords,  the  Sacred  Swords. 

-The  Chronicle  of  the  Hopesword- 

Prologue: 

Twenty  glass  tubes  lined  the 
alabaster  shelf,  twenty  slim  rays 
of  colour  set  exactly  a  centimetre 
apart  and  held  suspendsd  by  a 
single  copper  wire.  They  burst,  with- 
out apparent  cause,  scattering  glass 
splinters  across  the  cour.tar  and 
floor.  Five  remained  intact.  Two 
had  cracked,  thounh  not  broken. 
Silence  descended  on  the  two  crea- 
tures in  the  tiny  room. 

"There  is  more  control  and 
yet  it  "»acks  precision.  Your  co- 
ordination is  lacking.  You  didn't 
concentrate  as  I  directed." 

"How  many  times  will  you  try 
before  you're  convinced  that  I 
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haven't  any  control?"  the  female  re- 
torted in  apparent  frustration, 
"Even  now,  after  all  of  ^your  school- 
ing and  therapy,  it  is  no  more  tan- 
gible than  it  wassix  months  ago. 
Will  you  not  consider  another  sub- 
ject for  your  experiments?  I 'm  ex- 
hausted!" 

The  outburst  echoed  about  the  un- 
furnished cubicle.  An  additional 
tube  burst,  as  if  to  underscore  her 
words.  He  sighed  only  once,  then 
brought  out  another  twenty  of  the 
crystal  tubes. 

"We'll  try  this  experiment  once 
again,  Tolyn.  The  Directors  won't 
stand  for  another  consignment  of  light 
tubes  after  you've  managed  to  destroy 
fifty  of  them  in  only  two  days'  time. 
Now,  we'll  proceed  again." 

She  glared  at  the  nondescript 
face,  then  relaxed  abruptly.  She 
allowed  her  mind  to  wander,  totally 
obliterating  the  entire  cubicle  from 
her  conscious  state.  She  wandered 
back  in  time,  to  the  time  before  the 
Citadel  Of  Science  and  before  the  hun- 
dreds of  nameless  scientists  constant- 
ly attempting  to  harness  her  abilities. 
Inwardly,  she  smiled. 

She  was  once  again  in  the  lower 
catacombs  of  the  Inner  City,  dodging 
in  and  out  of  the  many  tunnels  and 
caves,  attempting  to  lose  those  trail- 
ing her.  She  felt  the  spoils  of  yet 
another  robbery  clink  in  her  pockets 
as  she  ran.  Rare  jewels  were  dif- 
ficult to  find  these  days  and  she 
would  be  paid  well  for  their  del  in  - 
erance.  She  had  never  considered 
beqging  for  a  living  like  the  many 
crippled  and  blind  Corian  mutants 
in  the  dirt  roadways  and  paths.  As 


a  full-blooded  Corian,  she  sneered 
at  those  helpless,  twisted  minds 
and  bodies.  She  thrived  on  the 
very  chances  she  took,  drawing  un- 
natural delight  from  the  some- 
times psrilous  chases  through  these 
very  catacombs.  She  took  unholy 
delight  in  leading  her  pursuers 
through  the  depths  of  the  Inner 
City  system9  through  lower  caverns 
and  crevasses,  over  the  stone 
walkways  bridging  bottomless  can- 
yons ,  surrounded  only  by  darkness. 
She  did  not  require  light  to  guide 
hev\  True  to  her  race,  she  knew 
an  instinct  that  guided  her  about , 
silently  warning  her  of  the  sudden, 
unseen  twists  in  the  tunnels. 
She  was  a  Corian,  last  of  her  kind, 
and  she  used  every  advantage  sh» 
came  upon  to  remind  her  pursuers 
of  her  inborn  abilities.  Tao, 
her  teacher,  would  have  been 
proud. 

"I've  no  other  choice,"  from 
somewhere  in  the  mists  of  her 
thoughts  came  a  voice  that  bro  ht 
her,  with  a  shattering  effort, 
to  the  present. 

"There's  one  answer  left," 
the  scientist  continues,  more  to 
himself,  "one  alternative  to  the 
experiments  I've  been  conducting 
to  harness  your  telekinetic  pow- 
ers . " 

His  voice  trailed  into  silence. 
With  an  effort,  he  roused  himself. 

"You're  a  Ward  of  the  state  and 
you  may  not  question  me,  Tolyn. 
Come  with  me,  by  force  or  by  your 
own  volition,  as  you  prefer." 

An  ina*  ^'Sle  epithet  forced 
itself  from  her. 

A  stark  white  panel  slid  into 
the  wall  noiselessly.  The  equally- 
white  laboratory  coat  led  her  into 
a  starkly-lit  corridor  where  no 
colour  softened  the  walls  or 
ceiling.  The  hallway  was  an  effi- 
cient passage  to  other  cubicles, 
other  testing  rooms  for  addition- 
al experiments.  Each  was  guarded 
by  motionless  sentries  beaming 
s ionic  weapons.  Their  faces  were 
impassive,  nearly  completely  cov- 
ered with  heavy  helmets.  Tall 
bodies  were  encased  in  war  regalia, 
silver  tunics  and  breeds.  Around 
the  narrow  waists  were  strapped 
smaller,  equally-efficient  sionic 
gunbelts. 

He  that  walked  beside  her  had 
devised  these  weapons,  drawing 
the  sionic  power  from  yet  another 
hapless  Ward.  Is  was  not  ah  uncom- 
mon event  because  this  was  a 
Totalitarian  State,  with  no  other 
direct  rule  but  that  from  an  un- 
seen Board  of  Members. 


The  board  governed  her  nation  and  pas- 
sed the  laws  of  Darhna.  One  of  those 
laws,  drafted  in  the  beginning  days 
of  the  Corian  nation,  gave  scien- 
tists such  as  he  legal  permission 
to  perform  experiments  on  mortal  be- 
ings. Any  child  observed  to  possess 
unusual  characteristics  or  abilities 
was  taken  from  his  or  her  home  anu 
brought  to  the  Citadel  of  Science 
to  be  studied  and  further  developed. 
She  had  known  these  same  sterile 
walls  for  nearly  a  year  now  ana  she 
abhorred  every   inch  of  the  sleek 
white  alabaster. 

"Lie  upon  the  table." 

A  large  steel  qlobe  descended 
from  the  ceiling.  In  the  reflec- 
tion of  the  oval  glass  eye-lens, 
she  saw  her  body  strapped  into  motion- 
lessness  with  steel  bands  around  her 
wrists,  body  and  ankles.  Her  head 
was  held  secure  by  an  additional 
strap  and  her   own  blue  eyes  stared 
back  at  her  in  a  wide  look  of  fear. 

Blinding  blue  light  burst  from 
the  lens.  Her  eyes  watered.  A  low 
steady  hum  increased  in  intensity 
and  rays  probed  deeply  into  her  brain. 
Small  spasms  of  pain  reverberated 
throughout  her  head  as  the  now- 
white  light  pierced  her  conscious 
state.  Pain  exploded.  Flashes  of 
light  bounced  from  every   side  of 
her  skull  to  meet  in  the  centre  and 
explode  anain.  The  hum  became  an 
ear-piercing  stab  of  sound  so  high- 
pitched  that  her  eardrums  streched 
to  the  point  of  bursting— beyond 
human  endurance.  She  screamed 
soundlessly.  She  lost  conscious- 
ness. 

Her  body  twitched.  Her  head 
ached.  Sound  returned  with  a  dizzy- 
ing rush.  She  sat,  sprawled,  in  a 
clearing  between  several  silver- 
leafed  trees.  Sunlight  dimpled  the 
earth  about  her  and  warmed  her  skin. 
She  stood  slowly,  head  still  spin- 

ing. 

**'  **  **  **  **  **  **  **  **  **  **  ** 

Excitement  of  chase  filled  every 
muscle  and  fibre  of  his  being. 
Usually-colourless  eyes  burned  deep 
in  their  sockets  with  an  unearthly 
green  intensity  and  his  pale  yellow 
hair  streamed  out  far  behind  him. 
Again  and  again  he  took  the  whip  to 
his  horse  until  the  animal  sweated 
with  effort  beneath  him. 

His  dogs  sounded  in  the  dis- 
tance, howlina  in  bestial  excite- 
ment as  they  closed  in  on  the  prev. 
For  hours  they'd  tracked  the  elusive 
creature  throuoh  the  difficult  ter- 
rain of  the  Northern  Forests,  losinq 
and  regaining  the  scent  in  frus- 
trating succession.  His  long  finqers 
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trembled  impatiently  on  leather 
reins.  He  shivered  in  anticipation. 

Han  and  horse  burst  from  the 
shade  of  the  trees.  Savagely, 
he  reined  in.  The  metal  bit  cut 
into  the  horse's  tender  mouth, 
and  it  reared  in  fear  and  pain. 

"fly  apologies,  friend,"  he 
touched  the  wet  neck  briefly.  He 
turned  his  attention  to  several 
bushes  only  yards  before  him. 
Silvery  leaves  moved  violently 
and  he  saw  the  muscular  flanks 
of  in's  dogs  as  they  tried  to 
penetrate  the  tanqled  underbrush. 
He  dismounted  quickly. 

His, leather  jerkhin  was  spat- 
tered with "mud.  Leather  breeks 
and  knee- boots  were  caked  with 
hardened  earth.  He  grinned  as  he 
watched  his  powerful  creatures 
lunge  repeatedly,  then  called 
them  to  him  sharply.  He  threw 
two  dead  bush-hens  to  them  from 
his  saddle  and  only  briefly  stop- 
ped to  watch  then  devour  the 
fresh  meat. 

"You'll  not  have  this  one," 
he  said,  "This  one  belongs  to  my 
ccusin.  Tiandis!  (Be  still!)" 

He  cut  the  branches  away 
easily,  ignorina  the  tightening 
grip.  The  hounds  howled  again 
in  anticipation.  Before  him, 
through  the  tangled  branches,  a 
bloodied  arm  struggled  to  pull 
the  vines  away.  He  pulled  it 
roughly,  laughing  aloud  at  the 
cry  of  pain. 

"The  more  you  squirm,  the 
tighter  the  vines  will  bind  you, 
torm.  Tiandis!" 

For  several  moments,  he  was 
engrossed  in  removing  the  bushes 
from  around  his  feet.  When  they 
were  severed  from  the  bush,  they 
writhed,  almost  in  agony  and  then 
fell  limply  to  the  around. 

"With  all  the  trouble  that 
you've  caused  me,  it  would  go 
better  for  you  to  surrender 
quietly.  Do  you  hear  me?  Come 
voluntarily  and  I  may  be  per- 
suaded to  show  you  some  mercy." 

Tr.a  arm  jerked  itself  from 
his  hold.  He  saw  a  muddy  bare 
foot,  then  an  equally  dirty  leg  . 


work  themselves  free  from  the  vines. 
Finally  she  stood  before  him— 
a  small,  filthy  scrap  of  being. 

She  lunged  at  him  and  he  fell 
backwards,  lungs  collapsing  be- 
neath her  weight.  The  whip  fell 
away  from  his  reach.  She  was 
unusually  strong  for  a  torm  and 
that  she  had  caught  him  unprepared 
was  to  her  immediate  advantage. 
She  bit  and  scratched  him  viciously, 

"You'll  learn  you  place," 
he  laughed,  holding  her  arms  away, 
"as  well  as  you'll  remember  the 
day  you  crossed  paths  with  me." 

Abruptly  he  rolled  her  over. 
He  pinioned  the  scarred  arms  over 
her  head  and  straddled  her,  grin- 
ning in  wicked  delinht. 

"I,  myself,  don't  care  for 
torms,''he  said,  "but  such  wild  be- 
havior will  please  my  cousin, 
especially  in  his  bedroom.  Would 
you  object  to  that  as  well,  cheetah?" 
Then,  as  she  still  struggled  to 
free  herself,  he  stared  at  her. 

"Your 're  mad,  woman.  You  a«e 
in  no  position  to  fight  me.  Lie 
still!" 

For  only  a  moment,  he  felt  a 
nondescript  pain  creep  into  his 
body  and  strangely 9  his  forearms 
burned  suddenly.  Resistance 
drained  from  her  abruptly.  Instinc- 
tively, he  felt  the  spirit  ebb 
within  her.  He  sobered  quickly. 

!!Get  off  of  me,"  she  said 
guietly. 

"Be  assured,  woman, "the  mock- 
ing lauqhter  returned,  "I'll  re- 
lease you.  You'll  belong  to  my 
cousin,  Djarm  Slorin.  Your  fight- 
ing spirit  will  be  a  challenge 
to  him." 

Abruptly  his  face  contorted 
into  a  surprised  expression  of 
pain.  His  riding  whip  had  raised 
itself  from  the  earth  and  was 
descending  upon  his  shoulders  with 
demon-like  fury.  Scarlet  stripes 
rose  quickly  upon  his  hands  and 
arms.  He  raised  his  face  in  aston- 
ishment. A  single  blow  across  the 
tanned  cheek  stunned  him,  blinded 
his  vision  with  tears  and  blood. 
He  released  her  at  last,  still  duck- 
ing the  whip. 

"Go!"  he  gasped,  fingers  crim- 
son, "Bectone,  withch,  before  my 
hounds  find  you  again!" 
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ONE  MORE 
Robin  Boltz 


I  wish  you'd  .just  shut  up  and 
drink  your  beer,  Rob.  We  took  a 
vote  and  you  lost.  fVijority  rules 
four  to  one.  He  go  and  that's  final!1' 

Darryl  can  really  be  stubborn 
at  times.  I  think  it's  on  account 
of  his  being  a  Taurus.  I'm  not 
exactly  what  you'd  call  meek,  so 
we  do  have  our  sibling  rivalries. 
It's  just  that  when  he  asked  me  if 
I  wanted  to  go  to  the  drive-in 
with  them,  I  didn't  know  it  would 
include  a  midnight  jaunt  to  the 
cemetary. 

I  also  didn't  know  lleil  would 
be  going  with  us.  He il  is  an 
asshole,  the  Devil  incarnate.  He's 
always  wearing  a  rather  sadistic 
grin.  I  honestly  think  he's  going 
to  hell,  and  will  take  anyone  with 
him  who  cares  to  go  along.  He  doesn't 
like  me  too  much  because  I  can 
see  through  him  and  told  him  I  will 
not  be  going  there  with  him.  You 
can  be  sure  that  where  you  find 
Neil 3  you'll  find  trouble. 

Chris  came  along  too.  He's 
not  so  bad,  except  that  he's  an 
only  child  and  used  to  getting 
his  own  way.  Other  than  that  he's 
pretty  cool.  He  gets  in  trouble 
a  lot  because  he  drives  like  a 
maniac  a  but  he's  nice  to  me  so  I 
can't  help  but  like  him. 

The  reason  we  were  going  to 
the  cemetary  is  because  we  had  to 
finish  the  beer  we  had  taken  to  the 
drive-in.   r-'hsy  brought  a  case  of 
Budweiser  and  put  it  in  the  cooler 
before  we  left.  On  the  way  to  the 
graveyard  we  finished  the  beer, 
so  they  stopped  and  bought  another 
case. 

By  the  time  we  got  the  ceme- 
tary I  was  feeling  pretty  good  and 
figured  'What  the  hell,  you're 
only  young  once!'''  (Famous  last 
words ; )  We  took  the  cooler  out  of 
the  back  seat  and  settled  down  for 
some  serious  partying.  I  still 
felt  sort  of  strange  about  the  en-^ 
tire  situation.  Let's  face  it! 
If  I  were  dead  I  sure  as  hell 
wouldn't  want  a  bunch  of  drunken 
teenagers  leaning  against  my  tomb- 
stone getting  drunker. 

rHey  you  guys!  Did  you  knoxr 
Rob  made  oatmeal  cookies  once? 
They  turned  out  pretty  good, 
only  she  forgot,  to  put  in  the  oats!" 

Laughter . 

"'Thanks,  Dave.  Nox/ that's 
what  I  call  brotherly  love."  I 
knew  what  Darryl  was  about  to  say 


before  he  said  it. 

"You  guys  should  feel  Rob's 
legs  when  she  doesn't  shave. 
You  can  file  your  nails  on  them! 

I  knew  it!  (More  laughter) 
Then  Darryl  started  telling  them 
about  the  time  he  and  Dave  put 
a  rather  large  container  of  fish 
bait  in  the  register  in  my  bed- 
room and  turned  the  heat  up. 
That  stuff  was  rank!  For  a  week 
my  bedroom  smelled  like  a  latrine 
I  once  threw  up  in  at  Girl  Scout 
camp.  To  pay  them  back,  I  put 
itching  poirder  in  their  beds  one 
night.  The  joke  backfired  though, 
because  a  few  days  later  they 
snuck  into  my  room  and  put  itching 
powder  in  one  of  my  bras.  You 
can  guess  the  outcome  of  that! 
I  wore  the  bra  to  work  the  next 
day,  and  swear  that  was  the  long- 
est day  of  my  life! 

I  really  couldn't  let  them  get 
away  with  that,  making  roe  out  to 
be  a  fool,  so  I  told  IJeil  and 
Chris  how  I  got  even  with  them. 
About  a  week  after  the  itching 
powder  incident  a  friend  of  mine 
was  staying  over  for  the  night. 
At  four  in  the  morning  we  went 
down  to  their  bedroom  and  removed 
every  piece  of  furniture  from 
it  except  for  the  beds  they  were 
sleeping  on!  It  was  hilarious. 
They  woke  up  the  next  morning  and 
thought  xre'd  been  robbed! 

After  the  retelling  of  that 
escapade  I  heard  Mother  Nature 
calling,  and  was  just  about  to  run 
for  the  bushes  when  I  saw  a  car 
slowly  coming  toward  us,  it's 
lights  off. 

"Pigs!"  I  screamed,  I  ran  for 
the  trees  and  fell — right  into  an 
open  grave.  That  sobered  me. 
From  what  I  could  tell,  everyone 
else  ran  but  Darryl,  because  I 
heard  him  talking  to  the  cop.  Then 
he  got  on  the  cop's  loudspeaker 
and  said  'Come  on  out  you  guys. 
He's  cool."  Darryl  is  definitely 
not  a  coward. 

The  cop  made  them  empty  the 
beer,  all  20  cans  of  it,  on  top  of 
the  grave  we'd  been  sitting  on. 
Dave  started  hassling  the  cop. 

"How  would  you  like  a  bunch 
of  drunks  pouring  beer  on  your  grave? 

"They  need  a  drink  now  and  then 
too."  Can  you  belive  it?  A  P*C 
with  a  sense  of  humor. 

"Okay.  When  you  die  I'  m  gonna 
come  and  empty  a  whole  six  pack  o& 
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your  grave. " 

:Good,  But  at  the  rate  you're 
goinj,  I'd  say  you'll  be  the  first 
to  go." 

After  they  emptied  the  cooler, 
the  cop  told  then  to  go  home. 
Darryl,  loyal  brother  that  he  is, 
never  mentioned  the  fact  that  his 
sister  vas  still  hiding. 

I  knew  they'd  be  back  for  me 
in  an  hour  or  so,  any  sooner  and 
they'd  get  busted  for  sure.  The 
cop  was  still  parked  in  the  drive 3 
knowing  they  might  cone  back. 
Isn*t  it  funny  how  cops  know  these 
things;  To  keep  my  mind  off  the 
fact  that  I  was  in  a  grave ,  I 
started  thinking  about  various 
and  sundry  incidents  in  my  life 
toat  would  amuse  me  during  the  wait, 
although  .at  the  time  a  few  of 
these  adventures  ueren't  funny 
at  all. 

I  remeber  a  time  similar  to 
this  one  when  Neil  decided  to  have 
a  party  in  the  field  at  the  end  of 
our  street.  I  didn't  really  want 
to  go  because  I  knew  somehow, 
call  it  womens'  intuition  or  what- 
ever, that  we'd  end  up  regret ing 
it.  I  was,  of  course,  right. 
But  he  talked  me  into  it,  and  it 
was  fun  at  first,  until  the  cops 
came — two  squad  cars  with  search 
lights.  There  were  about  fifty 
people  there =  Everyone  got  away, 
except  my  brothers.  I  don't  know 
if  they  were  coo  blitzed  to  run, 
or  if  'they  just  decided  to  stay  and 
fac*.  the  music.  I  opted  for  run- 
ning, crawl-?  through  a  sewer,  and 


got  away.  The  pigs  took  my 
brothers  home  in  the  sc^uad  car, 
which  broke  down  in  our  drive- 
way, hty   dad  had  to  fix  their 
car  before  they  could  leave. 
The  whole  sitaation  was  rid- 
iculous! They  kept  apologizing 
for  the  inconvenience v   and  dad 
told  them  that  it  was  okay, 
he  just  wanted  them  to  get  their 
car  out  of  the  driveway,  as 
it  was  causing  quite  a  stir  in 
the  neighborhood.  Gossip  was 
ripe  the  next  day. 

Because  of  my  eerie  surround- 
dings,  I  thought  about  a  seance 
Tre  once  had  in  our  basement. 
Mfcr  brothers  and  I  had  invited 
a  few  friends  over  for  the  seance. 
We  turned  out  the  lights  and  lit 
a  candle  in  the  center  of  the 
room.  We  then  proceeded  to 
cell  back  Adclf  Hitler  from 
the  dead.  We  picked  him  because 
a  girl  that  was  there  said  she 
had  once  called  him  back  before, 
and  was  sure  she  could  do  it 
again.  We  all  sat  in  a  circle 
holding  hands  and  chanting  "Adolf, 
speak  to  us,"  when  we  felt  an 
icy  draft  and  the  candle  went 
out.  This  happened  in  the  sum- 
mer, so  we  were  sure  it  wa3  a 
sign.  The  spell  was  broken  by  . 
my  father „  who  stuck  his  head 
down  the  laundry  chute  and  shouted 
"How  I  lay  me  down  to  sleep,  I 
Pray  the  lord  my  soul  to  keep..." 

"What's  so  funny?"  Darryl 
was  back  for  me.  I  was  laughing 
half  out  of  hysterics  and  half 
because  I  was  genuinely  amused, 

"Oh,  I  was  Just  thinking. 
How  I  have  one  more  thing  to 
add  to  my  list.'* 

"What  list?" 

"Think  about  it!" 


DAEDELIOHS 
or'an  llahaljv 


In  every  club  that  calls  it- 
self a  part  of  the  weekend  evening 
scene  you  can  always  find  at  least 
one  chick  who  is  a  super  fox.  Sure 
you'll  find  a  good  many  foxes  in 
any  club  on  any  given  night,  but 
the  super  fox  is  different  in  that 
she  is  rare  and  never  gets  laid. 
These  creatures  Just  sort  of  hang 
out  watching- the  house  band,  getting 
off  on  potential  John  Travolta  •  ■ 
trips,  plcyinc  pintail,  and  generally 


digging  themselves. 

I've  been  noticing  these  babes 
(it's  impossible  not  to)  and  have 
agreed  to  collaborate  with  Jagger 
by  calling  them  Dandelions.  I 
think  Dandelions  are  a  good  name 
for  them  because,  like  the  weed, 
they  are  neat  to  look  at  but  for 
most  people  they  simply  get  in  the 
way  and  serve  no  function. 

"Dandelion  don't  tell  those  lies 
Dandelion  we'll  make  you  wise 
Tell  ne  if  she  laughs  or  cries 
Blow  away  Dandelion.' 
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Recently  Marc  had  his  first 
personal  encounter  with  a  Dandelion . 
It  was  at  a  club  called  the  Endocrine, 
He  didn't  really  ask  for  it,  as  a 
matter  of  fact  this  evening  Ilarc 
was  in  no  condition  to  ask  for 
much  >f  anything.  See  it  was  two 
in  the  morning-,  and  Ilarc  had  this 
psychedelic  gleam  in  his  eyes. 

The  place  ;rets  hardly  xrtiat  you 
would  call  kicking.  The  hand  was 
good  hue  unpolished.  Hare's  two 
buddies  had  split  immediately  for 
the  hack  of  the  club  to  check, out 
the  babes.  Marc  wanted  to  join 
them,  but  first  he  desperately 
needed  some  brews  to  put  an  end  to 
what  was  a  bad  case  of  cotton 
mouth.  As  Ilarc  sat  at  the  bar 
quenching  his  thirst,  he  was  sur- 
prised when  suddenly  a  Dandelion 
sat  doTrn  next  to  him. 

Hare  knew  this  girl  vaquely. 
He'd  seen  her  at  the  college  many 
tines,  playing  cards  near  the 
table  where  I  arc  and  his  friends 
hang  out.  She  never  seemed  to 
talk  much  to  anyone.  Never  seemed 
to  initiate  a  conversation. 
Hare  just  figured  she  was  stuck 
on  herself.  He  knexr  her  name 
though,  Sally. 

Sally  is  fashionably  lean 
with  long  luxurious  brown  hair 
and,  what  more  can  I  say,  a  super- 
foxy  face. 

Sitting  there,  wasted  as  he 
was,  Ilarc  reacted  differently  to 
this  intrusion  than  he  would  have 
had  he  been  straight.  He  didn't 


have  the 


:ht  of  all  those  un- 


spoken rules  burdening  him.  Rules 
such  as  average-looking  cats,  like 
Hare ,  don ' t  play  with  Dandelions , 
unless  of  course  such  cats  happen 
to  play  in  a  Rock  $H  Roll  band 
or  are  rich. 

Sally  spoke  to  Hare  first. 

"You're  friends  with  Rick, 
aren't  you; ' 

Rick  is  one  of  the  buddies 
Hare  was  with  that  night.  Usually 
Rick  has  his  way  with  women. 
Marc  knew  Rick  was  trying  for 
Sally  of  late.  He  got  annoyed. 
Marc  didn't  like  being  used  as  a 
go-between . 

r"So  what.''  Hare  said. 

"Woild  you  tell>  him  that  I 
don't  want  to  go  out  with  him?" 

''Why  don't  you  tell  him  your- 
self?"    ,         r 

FI  don't  know  how,  I  mean  I 
want  to  be  friends  with  him/' 

"Rick  won't  go  for  that. 
Besides  friendship  is  just  another 
word  for  sucking  all  one  can  out 
of  a  person  then  disregarding 
what's  left,  right?'" 


"I  don't  know,  I  never  thought 
of  it  that  way.  That's  very  deep 
though."1 

'"Thank  you."'  Marc  raised 
his  beer  in  a  salute.  He  was 
beginning  to  like  her,  to  feel 
comfortable,  and  to  become  entangitd. 

"Would  you  help  me  out?'1'  she- 
asked. 

"You  mean  you  really  don't 
want  to  go  out  with  him?  That's 
a  switch;  usually  chicks  are  falling 
all  over  him." 

Marc,  felt  good  that  a  chick 
had  finally  refused  Rick.  Marc 
didn't  want  to  see  him  hurt,  but 
hell,  Rick's  ego  could  take  it. 
It  was  nice  to  find  out  that  Rick 
was  fallible.  Marc  was  becoming 
impressed. 

"Why  don't  you  just  tell 
him  you're  going  out  with  another 
guy?" 

"I'm  not  going  out  with  another 
guy,i  don't  know  that  I  want  to... 
now. . .and  I  don't  want  to  lie  to 
him/' 

As  she  spoke  there  was  a 
pleading  tone  in  her  voice,  like 
she  really  cared  about  Rick's 
feelings.  She  T/as  a  picture  of 
innocence.    ,  . 

Sally  had  broken  through 
the  gentle  rain  that  enclosed 
Marc's  mind. 

Like  a  psychotic 's,  Marc's 
thoughts  kept  jumping  around. 
One  second  his  brain  told  him  to 
stay  and  dig  deeper,  the  next  it 
said  to  get  away.  Being  something 
of  a  creature  of  the  moment,  Marc 
stayed.  They  talked,  joked,  and 
drank  together  for  about  an  hour. 
During  this  time  Marc  assured 
Sally  he'd  set  Rick  straight. 

When  Marc  returned  to  his 
friends,  he  had  given  up  any  thoughts 
of  assaulting  the  libido.  He 
told  Rick  what  Sally  had  said. 
The  look  Rick  gave  Marc  said  he 
already  knew.  Marc  felt  guilty 
at  enjoying  what  he  told  him. 

At  home.,  as  sleep  began  to 
overtake  Marc,  something  hit  him. 
If  Sally  knew  Rick  knew,  why  did 
she  ask  someone  else  to  rub  in  the 
painful  neirs?  First  Marc  lahghed, 
then  he  cried.  He  had  been  touched 
by  a  Dandelion.  Unless  Marc  was 
careful,  unless  he  kept  his  eyes 
wide  open,  he  knew  that  just  like 
the  spider  on  the  wall,  he  would 
crawl . 

Once  again  the  night  of  dreans 
arrived  with  her  purple  legions. 
Right  before  dropping  off  Marc 
thought  of  what  ITIetzsche  said 
about  Dandelions. 

'How  bitch  sensuality  begs 
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for  a  piecs  of  spirit  when  denied 
a  piece  of  meat!'' 


Mary  burst  through  the  swing- 
ing doors  that  lead  to  the  back 
room  of  KGB's,  a  onetime  redneck 
bar  turned  into  a  chic  night  spot. 
Tears  streamed  down  her  plain 
twenty  year  old  face,  and  she  was  in 
a  rage.  With  determination  Mary's 
eyes  sought  out  the  object  of 
their  torment.  The  search  wasn't 
a  long  one,  for  Sally  was  sitting 
alone  at  a  table  positioned  as 
close  to  the  bandstand,  as  possible. 
Mary,  in  a  second,  had  grabbed- 
hold  of  Gaily* s  arm  and  yanked  it, 
twirling  her  around  in  her  seat  is 
the  process. 

You  two-faced  bitch, 
shouted  -:ary,  "howcould  you'1' 

'Oh  lord,  why  don't  you  quiet 
down,  you're  creating  a  scene!" 
Sally  was  cool,  Sally  was  cold. 
"Besides-.  I  don't  know  what  the 
fuck  your  problem  is,  I  thought 
we. . .': 

You  know  goddamn  well  what 
my  problem  is,  slut."  Mary  was 
windy  and  wild,  as  she  spoke  the 
long  black  mane  that  is  her  hair 
shook  with  fury. 

How  could  you  stab  me  in 
the  back?  How  could  you  go  out 
with  Glen  after  you  promised  me 
you  didn't  care  anything  about  hin. 
And  you  told  me  we  were  friends , 
you  heartless  cuntl,( 

^Titb  that  Mary  collapsed, 
into  the  c^air  opposite  Sally  and 
began  to  cry. 

"Look,  '  said  Sally  angrily, 
"the  onxy  reason  you  wanted  to  be 
friends  with  me  was  to  keep  me 
from  going  out  with  Glen.  You 
thought  that  by  pretending  to  be. 
my  friend  I  would  never  go  out 
with  him.  You  tried  to  fix  it  so 
that  if  I  had  anything  to  do  with 
Glen  I  would  look  like,  as  you 
put  it,  a  two-faced  bitch.  Well 
I've  called  your  bluff." 

Sally  was  pleased  with  her- 
self. She  smiled.  She  had  won, 
and  she  knew  it .  Mary  tried  a 
last  ditch  effort. 

"Glen  doesn't  mean  anything 
to  you-  you  don't  nsed  him.  You 
could  have  any  guy  you  t/ant.  I've 
been  with  him  for  two  years. 
He's  all  I  got." 

'From  what  Glen  tells  me 
ycu  aide  life  pretty  miserable  for 
him.  You  had  him,  but  you  blew  it. 
Accept  it.  Besides,  you're  wrong. 
I  like  Glen  alot.  Anyway,  I'm 
not  taking  anymore  of  your  lame 


threats.  You're  not  going  to  run  my 
life.  Now,  why  don't  you  leave;  I'm 
expecting  hin  in  ten  minutes.,  and  I 
can't  handle  scenes. ' 


A  week  later,  after  his  init4^,l 
confrontation  with  the  Dandelion  ax 
the  Endocrine,  Marc  was  gone.  It 
was  love.  There  was  no  turning  backs 
it  was  too  late.  The  most  Marc  could 
hope  for  was  that  in  the  few  meetings 
he  had  with  Sally  since  the  club, 
he  had  made  a  striking  impression. 

Marc  thought  he  was  going  about 
it  wrong.  He  needed  a  strategy. 
He  decided  to  look  at  his  predica- 
ment like  a  World  War  II  game. 
After  all  he  was  in  a  battle.  If 
he  won  he  would  live  in  ecstasy- 
if  he  lost,  he  wts  worse  than  dead. 
Being  in  this  deep,  Fare  felt  he 
might  as  well,  like  J*>  Walker  put 
it  in  that  song,  "shoot  his  shot.'5 
Like  the  Germans  on  the  eastern 
front,  Marc  figured  he'd  blitzkrieg 
to  the  Kremlin  of  Sally's  psyche 
before  she  could  build  up  resist- 
ance. 

Yesterday,  when  he  phoned  Sally, 
Marc  noticed  the  conversation  was 
strained.  He  knew  he  had  reached 
the  high  water  mark  of  his  offen- 
sive. Sally  had  a  far  away  sound  in 
her  voice.  Marc  had  been  sick  with 
disappointment.  He  had  gone  so  far, 
come  so  close,  he  could  see  the 
skyline  of  her  souL  just  days, 
kilometers  away.  But  he  had  over- 
extended himself.  Having  put  every- 
thing he  could  into  the  assault 
Marc  saw  his,  wfeat  he  called  panders 
of  affection,  stall  with  a  winter 
wilderness  of  pain  setting  in  quick. 

Instead  of  making  an  orderly 
retreat,  Marc  was  compelled  to  make 
one  lest  thrust. 

It's  Saturday,  eighteen  hun- 
dred hours,  and  Marc  is  trying  to 
pluck  c  Dandelion.  His  stomach 
turns  ^7ith  each  flick  of  the  dial. 
Finally  there's  an  answer. 

"Hello." 

"Sally?  This  is  Marc.  What's 
going  on?" 

"Not  a  whole  lot." 

"Good,  then  lets  go  get  a  pizza 
or  something,  ya  know?  I  mean  we 
haven't  gotten  together  for  days." 

"I  don't  really  feel  like  a 
pizza,  thanks." 

"Sally,  yesterday  you  mentioned 
at  least  twice  that  you  had  a  craving 
for  a  pizza." 

"Well  I  don't  have  a  craving  for 
one  today." 

"Oh. I  get  it,  I  get  it!  You're 
pregnant . t( 
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Sally  gave  an  aggravated  sigh 
and  softly  proclaimed,  "Oh,  lord.1' 

5 > fell,  shit,  that's  what  it 
sounds  like.  You're  always  changing 
your  mind  about  everything." 

"I'm  sorry  but  I  just  want  to 
stay  home  tonight." 

:!arc  wasn't  getting  anywhere. 
In  fact  the  vibes  were  getting  worse. 
He  tried  to  be  more  direct. 

;'I  know  that  you've  been  pissed 
about  something  for  the  last  couple 
of  days,  and  I  would  like  to  know 
what  it  is." 

"I  don't  really  lcnow  what  you 
mean." 

"Don't  be  coy.  Be  open,  be 
honest." 

"I've  never  said  anything  dis- 
honest to  you." 

"But  you  always  hold  back  the 
truth,  and  when  you  do  that  I  feel 
awkward." 

"Look,  I'm  not  pissed  about  any- 
thing, and  I'm  not  trying  to  make 
you  feel  awkward.  I've  just  been 
busy  lately." 

'""Jell  why  don't  you  just  tell 
me  what's  been  keeping  you  so  busy?" 

"None  of  your  business." 

"You  don't  have  to  come  on 
with  that  tone.  I  mean,  ya  know, 
you  said  you  wanted  me  to  call,  and 
start  seeing  each  other,  and  now 
for  the  last  couple  days  you've 
been  so  evasive.  You  treat  me  like 
an  enemy." 

"You're  just  paranoid." 

"And  you're  either  very  stupid 
or  you  suffer  from  delusions  of  gran- 
deur, or  both." 

Sally  didnvt  say  anything. 
The  silence  is  forbidding.  Marc 
speaks  again. 

"Hey,  I  don't  want  to  fight, 
and  I  know  you're  not  stupid.  But 
I  think  we  need  to  get  together 
and  define  our  relationship." 

"I  don't  think  we  have  to  do 
that,  if  you'll  just  cool  out,  every- 
thing will  be  fine." 

Marc  was  fed  up. 

"Well  take  your  cloak  full  of 
egos  and  get. . ." 

"You  get  fucked,  'fare." 

Sally  hung  up.  Marc  was  mis- 
erable. The  Dandlion  had  iron  again. 
And  the  bummer  is  he  still  digs  her. 
But  Marc  will  try  again  next  week. 
Right  now  he'll  just  play  seme  old 
L.P.'s  by  the  immortal  Morrison, 

"She  has  rings;  and  she  has  monkeys, 
Lazy  diamonds;  studded  flunkies." 


"One  O'clock,  two  O'clock,  four 
O'clock,  five,  Dandelions  don't  care 
about  the  time." 

Sally  is  once  again  at  the  Endo- 
crine. It's  running  near  midnight, 
and  it's  Saturday.  Sally  is  soaking 
up  drink  like  a  sponge.  Already 
she  has  dropped  five  hits  of  speed. 
She  came  with  friends  but  is  now 
sitting  alone.  Something,  she  tries 
to  place  it,  is  bothering  her. 
It  doesn't  phase  her  that  the 
Endocrine,  and  other  scenes  like 
it  are  draining  Sally  of  her  real 
self.  She  doesn't  want  to  believe 
all  those  fast -talking  cats  who 
trip  on  the  wire  to  pay  her  a 
compliment  are  only  after  a  screw. 
It's  alot  easier  for  her  ego  to 
soak  up  the  compliments.  She's 
been  popping  bullshit  for  so  long 
that  her  ego's  high,  very, very 
high.  So  much  so  that  only  on 
rare  occasions  does  she  manage  to 
reflect  the  perversity  of  her 
ugly  life. 

Tonight  is  one  of  those  occasions, 
and  she  sits  in  a  dark  corner  .-.nd 
cries.  She  cries  because  she  does 
like  I  fare,  but  can't  allow  him  5_nto 
her  life  because  he  lays  out  too 
many  truths  for  her  to  deal  with. 
She's  been  fed  lies  for  so  long 
that  anyone  who  is  real  is  violently 
rejected.  They  are  a  threat  to 
her  bubble. 

She  cries  because  her  vanity 
won't  allow  her  to  stop  using  Glen 
or  to  stop  hurting  Mary.  If  she 
did,  she  would  be  letting  someone 
else  tell  her  what  to  do,  and  no 
one  tells  Sally  what  to  do.  So 
she  does  another  hit,  and  another 
until  she's  sailing.  Finally  her 
mood  is  back  to  normal  and  Sally 
dries  her  eyes.  Once  again  she's 
ready  to  play  the  Dandelion  game. 

Sally  uralks  over  to  the  pin- 
ball  machine  and  inserts  a  quarter. 
As  sh^  plays,  a  handsome  young 
guy  who. looks  like  Sal  Mineo  walks 
over.  He's  shooting  his  shot, 
for  whatever  purpose,  and  as  Sally 
runs  up  the  score  on  the  machine, 
JJineo  is  running  up  the  score  on 
Sally's  ego  until  it  almost  tilts. 
She's  forgotten  why  she  was  crying. 
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I  irish  now  that  I  had  never 
seen  Elaine  again  after  our  friend- 
ship had  broken  off.  Then  I  could 
have  remembered  her  the  way  she 
was  whet.  <re  were  seventeen  years  old 
and  best  friends  and  both  of  us  con- 
sidered ourselves,  with  all  the 
undaunted  egotism  and  infinite  hope 
of  seventeen  year  olds,  as  poten- 
tial ilichelangelos.  Which  doesn't 
seen  impossible  when  you  are  in  high 
school  and  more  than  above  average 
in  art. 

On  Friday  nights,  we  would 
smuggle  a  bottle  of  cheap  wine  and 
a  crumpled  pack  of  cigarettes  up  to 
one  or  the  other's  bedroom,  put 
on  a  Joni  Mitchell  album,  and  talk 
about  French  impressionism  or  German 
expressionism,  feeling  wonderfully 
intellectual . 

Or  else  we'd  plan  out  our 
future  lives  together  as  artists. 
First,  of  course,  we  would  travel 
and  then  we  would  find  an  apart- 
ment— probably  in  Paris — and  spend 
our  days  painting  and  our  evenings 
sipping  absinthe  on  cafe  terraces , 
flirting  with  handsome,  dark- 
eyed  Frenchmen.  I  was  the  inventor 
and  Elaine  listened,  her  eyes 
shining  with  enthusiasm.  She  had 
very  big,  blue  eyes  and  very  long, 
silky  brown  hair.  She  was  the  pret- 
tiest girl  I  had  ever  known. 

In  senior  year,  Elaine  started 
going  out  with  Mitch  Vendetti. 
He  was  twenty  two,  and  lead  guitar- 
ist in  a  local  band.  I  did  not 
like  him  or  any  of  his  friends,  and 
Elaine  resented  that,  although 
I  tried  at  first  not  to  show  it.  It 
wasn't  long  before  she  started 
making  excuses  not  to  see  me,  and 
when  we  did  see  each  other,  our 
conversation  Tras  stilted.  I  suppose 
that's  the  way  most  friendships 
end-,  ther's  no  fight,  no  big  scene. 
Just  a  very  gradual  dwindling  until 
you  reach  the  point  where  you  are 
living  in  the  same  town  but  two 
separate  worlds. 

I  was  hurt — terribly  hurt — 
but  pretended  not  to  care.  I  was 
so  sure  that  Elaine  didn't.  On 
graduation  night  I  purposely  avoided 
her.  I  had  gotten  a  scholarship 
to  Southern  Illinois  University 
and  would  be  going  there  in  the  fall. 
I  had  no  idea  what  Elaine  was  going 
to  do  after  high  school.  I  told 
myself  I  didn't  care  cay  more. 

At  SIU  I  worked  harder  than 
I  ever  had  in  my  life.  Competition 
in  classes  was  high,  (although  art 
isn't  supposed  to  be  tl«t  way), 
and  instructers'  critiques  hurt 


sometimes.  But  I  tranted  it  that  way; 
high  school  had  always  been  too  easy. 
My  art  work  became  everything  to  me. 
I  reqarded  anything  else  as  unimport- 
ant. 

The  second  year  that  I  was 
away  was  when  my  sister  xrrote  me  that 
Elaine  Bylabil  had  gotten  pregnant 
and  had  to  get  married.  She  didn't 
know  the  name  of  the  guy.  Kevin 
somebody.  It  was  on  the  bottom  of  the 
last  page  of  her  letter.  I  was  in  the 
cafeteria  when  I  read  it,  and  for  a 
minute  the  roar  of  voices  and  clatter 
of  trays  and  silver  seemed  to  grew 
very  far  away. 

I  had  not  thought  about  Elaine 
in  months ,  and  all  of  a  sudden  a 
rush  of  memories  flooded  me.  Just  silly 
things  we  had  done. . .the  night  we 
tried  to  burn  incense  and  my  bed- 
spread caught  on  fire... the  day  our 
English  class  went  up  to  Chicago  to  see 
an  opera,  and  Elaine  and  I  had  gone 
to  the  art  institute  instead,  and  spent 
three  days  in  suspension  for  it . . . 
the  time  we  went  to  get  our  fortunes 
told.  She  had  been  a  wonderful  friend. 
The  only  one  that  I  had  ever  really 
had. 

It  was  impossible  for  me  to 
think  of  her  as  married  and  soon  to 
have  a  baby.  She  was  only  nineteen 
years  old;,  life  only  begins  when 
you're  nineteen!  For  about  five  min- 
utes I  felt  a  sharp  ache  to  see  her 
again  and  hated  myself  for  permitting 
our  friendship  to  fade  into  nothing. 
Then  the  noise  of  the  cafeteria  de- 
scended again,  louder  than  before, 
and  I  vae   already  starting  to  push 
ho.r  into  the  back  of  my  mind.  Elaine 
was  so  far  away.  School  was  actual  and 
seemed  to  be  the  only  thing  that  • 
really  mattered.  I  just  couldn't  take 
time  to  think  about  anything  else. 


II 


After  eight  hours  of  working  in 
cold  air  conditioning,  the  heat  seemed 
almost  solid  to  me  as  I  stepped  through 
the  double  glass  doors  of  Miner's 
Department  Store  onto  the  baiting  side- 
walks of  downtown.  At  five  o'clock 
the  sky  was  still  a  bright,  brassy  blue 
and  the  sun  was  beating  down  hard 
enough  to  make  people  squint  as  they 
passed  by  the  display  windows  outside 
the  store.  God  it  was  hot.  Five 
o'clock  had  taken  forever  to  come  that 
day.  I  could  not  wait  to  get  home 
and  peel  off  my  nylons  and  the  thin 
dress  that  was  already  clinging 
damply.  All  of  the  unbearable  heat  of 
the  July  afternoon  seemed  to  be  drawn 
by  the  dust  and  traffic  of  downtown, 
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and  blocks  of  buildings,  crowded 
closely  together,  prevented  any  of 
it  from  escaping.  As  I  began  to 
•walk  to  my  car,  I  wondered  vaguely 
if  the  p.ascara  I  had  applied  that 
morning  was  waterproof i  it  felt 
like  all  my  make  up  was  running  down 
my  face  in  beads  of  sweat . 

Across  the  street  some  kind 
of  construction  work  was  going  on, 
and  I  heard  laughing  and  remarks 
shouted  above  the  roar  of  machin- 
ery. 1'  began  to  walk  towards  the 
corner  more  quickly. 

I  hate  this  town,  I  thought, 
-I  really  hate  it.  I  hate  the  bill- 
boards and  the  factories  that 
surround  it  and  the  cheap,  ugly 
fast  food  peaces  and  the  people 
who  grfc  stuck  working  at  Jobs  they 
via-to  on-1  stay  there  till  they  get 
a  pension  if  they  don't  die  first, 
and  I  hate  working  in  a  department 
store  with  canned  music  and  petty 
lunch  room  gossip  and  women  who 
have  been  there  twenty  years  and 
don't  know  how  to  talk  about  any- 
thing except  their  weight  problems 
and  the  weather. 

It  wa3  the  summer  before  my 
last  year  at  Carbondale ;  I  was 
twenty  years  old  and  scared  to 
death  that  I'd  end  up  working  for 
the  rest  of  my  life  at  a  place 
like  Miners. 

As  I  turned  the  corner  and 
headed  towards  the  library,  where 
my  car  was  parked,  I  told  myself 
hew  ridiculous  that  was.  I  was 
young  and  had  my  whole  life  in 
front  of 'me.  People  control  their 
o\m   destinies,  right?  They  always 
have  choices  even  though  some  may 
not  want  to  admit  it.  And  if  I 
didn't  make  my  life  what  I  \*anted 
it  to  be  then  I  had  no  one  to 
blame  but  nycelf . 

Continuing  my  own  phili- 
sophicai  lecture,  I  found  myself 
in  front  of  the  old  library. 
This  was  one  of  the  few  parts  of 
downtown  that  retained  an  old 
fashioned  sort  of  charm.  The 
building's  stone  was  mellowed 
and  crisscrossed  with  vines. 
Two  huge  elm  trees  shaded  its 
tiny  lawn.  I  stood  there  for  a 
few  minutes ,  looking  up  at  the  sua 
glinting  like  a  Jewel  behind  the 
leaves...  wishing  I  could  paint 
light  like  that. 

In  high  school  this  corner  had 
always  been  crowded  -t  three  fif- 
teen, with  kids  loaded  with  books 
and  gym  bags ,  waiting  to  catch 


their  bus  home.  It  always  seemed  to 
be  raining  then  too.  This  after- 
noon the  hot  pavement  and  benches  with 
their  worn  advertisements  were  com- 
pletely deserted  except  for  a  rather 
overweight  girl  in  faded  jeans  and  a 
red  T  shirt,  sitting  two  benches 
away  from  me. 

I  had  my  back  turned  to  her  and 
was  digging  in  my  purse  for  the  car 
keys  when  she  spoke  to  me. 
"Kathy."' 

I  turned  and  saw  Elaine  smiling 
at  me.  She  had  changed  a  lot  in 
three  years,  but  she  still  had  the 
same  smile.  A  sort  of  lopsided  grin, 
but  very  sweet*  And  somehow— I  ccn't 
know  how  else  to  describe  it— 
vulnerable . 

"Elaine!  I  can't  believe  it! 
How  are  you?" 

"I'm  fine.  I  can't  believe 
I'm  seeing  you  either.  I  wasn't  sure 
at  first  if  that  was  you... how  are 
you,  Kathy?" 

"I'm  fine."  We  still  stood  a 
few  yards  apart  from  each  other. 
When  I  first  turned  around  and  saw 
who  it  was,  I  wanted  more  than  any- 
thing else  to  go  over  and  hug  her — 
but  that's  the  sort  of  thing  you 
either  do  before  thinking  or  else 
don't  do  at  all. 

'You  got  your  hair  cut."  What 
a  stupid  thing  to  say  after  three 
and  a  half  years  of  not  talking  to 
your  best  friend! 

"Yeah... I  got  sick  of  it  long. 
It's  growing  out  though." 

" — my  sister  wrote  me  about 
you  getting  married.  Congratula- 
tions I " 

"Thanks.  I  wish  you  would  have 
been  at  the  wedding.  But  things  were 
so  mixed  up—" 

"Oh  I  know.  I  mean j  really, 
I  can  understand.  I'm  just  so  glad 
to  see  you  again!  What  are  you  doing 
down  here?" 

Elaine  told  me  she  was  waiting 
for  the  bus  and,  of  course,  I 
offered  to  take  her  home.  We  got  into 
the  car,  which  was  like  a  hot  box 
by  that  time,  and  she  told  me  the 
directions  to  her  apartment.  On 
the  way  there  I  told  her  about  school 
and  Elaine  told  me  all  about  Keven 
and  Shawn,  who  was  almost  a  year  old 
now.  I  couldn't  wait  to  see  them, 
I  said.  I  just  hoped  Shawn  inherited 
her  blue  eyes.  She  grinned  and 
assured  me  that  he  had,  but  that 
lately  she  had  not  seen  much  of  either 
one  of  them.  Keven  was  on  night  shifts 
at  the  steel  mill,  and  she  was  work- 
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ing  at  Helton's  Laundromat  down- 
tovTri,  Just  temporarily  s  until 
things  get  a  little  easier." 

"But  Mom's  "been  fantastic 
about  Shawn .  On  days  that  I 
work  she's  offered  to  let  him 
stay  with  her.  I  Just  hope 
that  I  can  pay  her  tack  someday." 

ITeither  of  us  mentioned  the 
cold  war  that  had  existed  "between 
us  senior  year.  Elaine  joked 
about  the  trials  of  learning  how 
to  ccok  and  I  told  her  funny 
stories  about  some  of  the  dates 
I  had  had  at  school 3  and  when- 
ever there  was  a  gop  in  the  con- 
versation one  or  the  other  of 
us  quickly  filled  it. 

She  lived  on  the  outskirts 
of  town.  The  neighborhood  must 
have  been  much  nicer  at  one  time, 
but  it  had  obviously  declined, 
Elaine's  apartment  was  on  the 
corner,  across  the  street  from 
a  bakery  that  had  gone  out  of 
business.  Someone  had  thrown  a 
rock  through  its  front  window, 
and  two  kids  were  sitting  on  the 
curb  in  front  of  it9  passing  a 
joint  between  them.  They  both 
stared  as  we  pulled  up  to  the 
old  brick  building.  It  was  abcut 
four  stories  tall  and  every  window 
either  had  shades  pulled  down 
or  i   fan  in  it . 

I  was  kind  of  surprised  when 
Elaine  asked  me  to  come  in.  I 
don't  know  why.  But  she  insisted 
that  the  least  she  could  do  was 
to  fix  r;?  something  cold  to 
drink.  The  apartment's  hall  seemed 
very  dark  after  the  white  glare 
outside.  It.  had' the  definite 
musty  odor  that  settles  into  old 
buildings,  and  the  paint  was  chip- 
ped and  peeling.  Elaine  checked 
to  see  if  she  had  any  mail  and 
we  began  to  climb  the  narrow 
staircase.  They  lived  on  the  top 
story. 

"You  don't  have  to  tell  uq 
what  a  lovely  apartment  it  is&" 
she  said  in  a  kidding  tone  as  we 
stepped  into  the  tiny  living 
room.  "It's  awful  now,  but  I'm 
going  to  start  fixing  it  up  as 
soon  as  I  get  some  time.." 

I  followed  her  into  the  kitchen. 
Elaine  took  down  a  pitcher  and 
two  glasses  from  a  cupboard. 
The  glasses  had  white  scrolls  all 
over  them  and  silver  gilt  rims. 
Probably  a  wedding  present. 

'"What  would  you.  like— 
lemonaide  or  iced  tea?" 

'Anything  that's  cold.  Iced 
tea's  fine." 


"Are  -you  hangry  Kath?  There's 
cookies.  You  have  your  choice  of 
Oreos  or  chocolate  chip." 

"No,  really,  all  I  want  is  some- 
thing to  drink." 

Elaine  bustled  around  getting 
ice  cubes  and  napkins  and  talking  all 
the  time.  The  kitchen  was  even  tinier 
than  the  living  room,  cluttered  with 
dishes  on  racks  and  baby  bottles. 
There  was  a  basket  of  dirty  laundry 
in  one  corner.  She  put  the  stuff  on 
a  tray  and  suggested  quickly  that  we 
go  into  the  living  room.  It  was  cooler 
in  there. 

I  sat  down  on  the  overstxif  fed 
sofa  and  Elaine  pulled  up  a  chair 
across  from  me,  after  turning  on  the 
fan.  One  of  the  blades  was  slightly 
bent  and  made  a  rasping  sound  as  it 
whirled  against  the  grill  work.  She 
lit  a  cigar rette  and  offered  me  one. 
It  was  the  first  I'd  had  all  day,  and 
I  inhaled  gratefully. 

A  glossy  wedding  photo  of  the 
bride  and  groom  stood  on  top  of  the 
TV  set.  Elaine  told  me  about  the  wed- 
ding, their  hunt  for  an  apartment, 
Keven's  parents.  But  some  of  the 
sparkle  had  left  her  voice.  It  struck 
me  for  the  first  time  that  she  looked 
very,  very  tired.  And  hot.  The  fan 
didn't  do  much  good.  It  Just  cir- 
culated a  let  of  dead  air.   Elaine 
wiped  her  forehead  with  1a  napkin  and 
then  spread  her  hands  out  on  the 
coffee  table  in  front  of  her. 

"I  never  did  get  an  engagement 
ring,"  she  said  matter  of  factly. 
"Keven  wanted  to  buy  one,  but  I  wouldn't 
let  him.  It's  ridiculous  to  pay  so 
much  for  a  little  diamond. " 

"I  didn't  even  notice  you 
didn't  have  one." 

"Well ,  I  could  have  gctten  one . 
Mrs.  Brunner  works  at  a  discount 
Jewelers  and  she  wanted  us  to  get  one 
thert , " 

Her  lips  curled  a  little  bit. 
She  said  they  have  some  lovely 
rings  at  very  low  prices.  That  was 
the  only  time  I  ever  had  an  argument 
with  Keven's  mother.  I'd  rather  not 
have  any  ring  at  all  than  buy  one 
there." 

"I  altmys  thought  it  was  stupid 
to  spend  a  lot  of  money  on  an  en- 
gagement ring.  It's  really  not  im- 
portant . " 

"Wo,"  she  agreed,  "it's  not." 

We  seemed  to  have  caught  up  on 
the  past  three  years  rather  quickly. 
Our  talk  fell  back  to  high  school  and 
"do  you  remember  the  time...0" 
After  a  while,  Elaine  looked  up  from 
the  yearbook  that  she  had  brought 
out. 
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"You  haven't  changed  much, 
Kathy..  You're  still  as  pretty  as 
you  were  in  high  school."  She 
touched  her  fingers  to  the  layered 
hair  that  was  growing  out  and 
laughed  a  little.  "I  should  get 
my  hair  cut  again,  hut  I  Just 
haven't  had  the  tine." 

rBut  it  looks  nice.  It 
really  does." 

She  didn't  answer  but  lit 
another  cigarette.  I  let  my  eyes 
slide  over  the  walls  of  the  room, 
searching  for  a  new  topic  of  con- 
versation. They  were  bare,  mostly, 
but  above  an  end  table  there  were 
two  prints  in  frames.  One  was 
Renoir  'a  'Girl  With  Watering  Car.." 
The  other  was  Monet's  '''Norwegian 
Snotr  Seen*."  They  had  always 
been  her  favorites. 

She  saw  where  I  was  looking 
and  said  jokingly  "they  add  a 
little  bit  of  culture  to  the  apart- 
ment, don't  you  think;   Hot  the 
originals  we  used  to  talk  about 
collecting,  but  better  than  nothing." 

"Elain,  do  you  still  paint? 
You  were  really  good. 

'Oh  come  on—" 

"Yes  you  were!'1  I  said, 
leaning  forward.  "I  remember  in 
art  class  junior  year  when  Mr. 
Hess  called  you  after  class  and 
told  you  you  had  real  talent. 
And  when  you  won  first  place  in  the 
art  fair.  I  think  I  was  Jealous 
of  you  for  months  after  that." 

uYou  were/  I  never  knew 
that."  Ti  >V3  was  an  oddly  tri- 
umphant note  in  her  voice.  She 
shrugged  and  took  a  last  draw  of 
her  cigarette  before  stubbing  it 
out.   Well,  to  tell  you  the  truth, 
art  Just  isn't  that  important  to 
me  anymore.  And  with  Keven  work- 
ing nights  and  me  working  and  the 
baby.. .1  don't  know  why  I've  still 
got  -choc-'  up  there.  I'm  sick  of 
both  of  them'' 

I  tried  to  put  some  of  what 
I  felt  into  words.   'It  must  be 
so  hard.,  working  and  being  a  mother 
too.  I  don't  know  how  you  do  it, 
I  never  could.'' 

''It's  not  that  hard,"  she 
said  almost  angrily.  "I'm  quit- 
ting as  soon  as  Keven  gets  a  raise. 
And  I  wouldn't  give  up  what  I 
have  for  anything.  ' 

There  was  a  long,  heavy  silence 
punctuated  by  the  fan's  bad  blade. 
A  man  and  woman  were  arguing  in  the 
apartment  next  door.  It  must  have 
been  going  on  for  some  time i  we 
heard  the  woman's  furious  shouting 
and  a  door  slam.  Then  it  was  quiet 


again. 

Elaine  laughed  without  much 
humor.  !rIt's  almost  too  typical, 
isn't  it?  The  one  thing  I  hate  about 
this  place  is  the  walls  are  so  thin 
you  can  hear  every  sound  in  the  v.ole 
damn  building.  God  I  hate  that. 
Sometimes  I  think  I'd  give  anything 
for  one  hour  of  quiet." 

She  got  up  abruptly  and  went 
into  the  kitchen.  She  was  there  for 
ho  long,  I  was  about  to  go  in  and  ask 
if  anything  was  wrong,  when  she  re- 
turned to  the  living  room  with  a 
fresh  pitcher  of  tea,  acting  as  if 
nothing  was  the  matter. 

"Here,  let  me  give  you  some 
more.  Tell  me  about  school.  HowTs 
your  art  coming,  Kathy?" 

"I  don't  know,"  I  said  slowly, 
stirring  my  glass  of  iced  tea  round 
and  round  with  a  spoon.  "Ever 
since  I  was  little,  I've  wanted  to  be 
an  artist.  And  I  never  doubted 
that  I  had  the  talent.  But  after 
going  to  Southern  for  three  years, 
and  seeing  how  ray  work  compares  with 
other  kids— well,  Elaine— I  mean 
I'm  finally  admitting  that  I  don't 
have  what  it  takes.  I  don't  even 
know  if  I  care  anymore. I'm  just  so 
afraid  of  waking  up  one  day  when 
I'm  forty  years  old  and  realizing  all 
the  things  I  should  have  done  when 
I   had  the  chance.  I  dread  the  thought 
of  making  a  wrong  choice  and  having 
to  live  with  it  for  the  rest  of  my 
life— !f 

I  looked  up  then,  and  when  I 
saw  the  look  on  her  face  I  would 
have  given  anything  to  take  back 
what  I  just  said. 

Elaine  gave  me  a  hard  smile 
and  said  "Like  mei  Is  what  what 
you  mean?" 

''Of  course  not!  Elaine  you  know 
I  didn't  mean  that  at  all! I  was 
talking  -about  me!" 

The  smile  fell  from  her  face 
like  it  would  from  a  little  child. 
"I'm  sorry,  Kathy!  God,  I  don't 
know  why  I  said  that.  I've  become 
so  damn  sensitive  lately,  and  it's 
so  stupid... I  love  Keven  and  Shawn 
and  I  really  am  happy.  I  don't  know 
what's  the  matter  with  me  this 
afternoon . " 

She  held  up  her  glass  of  iced 
tea,  which  was  sweating  great  drops 
of  water,  against  her  forehead. 
"I  think  it  must  be  the  weather. 
It's  so  hot." 

"Oh  I  know,"  I  said  thankfully, 
"This  heat  is  enough  to  drive  any- 
body crazy.'* 

A  slight  breeze  stirred  the 
limp  blue  curtains  on  the  other  side 
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of  the  room.  Elaine  glanced  at 
hev  vrist.  "rbm  should  he  bring- 
ing Sha1.11  home  pretty  soon.  Would 
you  like  to  stay  for  supper,  Kathy?" 

I  made  some  sort  of  excuse, 
and  Elaine  could  hardly  keep  the 
relief  out  of  her  voice  when  she 
said  how  sorry  she  was.  As  I 
rose  to  leave  ,  we  made  the  usual 
sort  of  conversation  that  is 
expected  and  saved  for  such  moments. 
The  tired  exclamations  of  how 
good  it  was  to  see  each  other 
again,  the  enthusiastic  regrets 
that  visit  could  not  have  heen 
longer.  Elaine  thanked  me  again 
for  the  ride  home. 

I'm  just  sorry  that  you 
weren't  able  to  see  Keven  and 
Shawn.  But  you  will  stop  in  again, 
won't  you'  It's  "been  a  long  time, 
but  now  that  you're  home  for  the 
summer,  we're  going  to  have  to 
keen  in  touch." 


"Of  course  we  are  I  I've  missed 
you,  Elaine." 

"'I've  missed  you  too,  Kathy/' 
She  looked  at  me  for  a  few  seconds 
in  an  almost  scrutinizing  way. 
Almost  the  way  you'd  pore  over  && 
old  photograph.  Then  she  smiled 
brightly.  "Hey— you  give  me  a  call 
some  time  next  week,  ok?  Promise?" 

"Yes,  I  promise. t: 

And  even  as  we  smiled  at  each 
other,  both  of  us  knew  very  well 
that  she  did  not  expect  or  want 
me  to  call,  anymore  than  I  in- 
tended to. 
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